Joanie had left me. Minus the dentures and the hand tremor. "Joanie gets round-theclock nursing. Government pays for everything, " he added. "Wouldn't wanna get old in a country where you pay for medicine. "
Joanie moved in with him a week later. Maybe that was why I went overseas, so I' d never have to see that look again. In either of their faces.
Bob reached for my shoulder, his fingers trembling as if rolling an invisible cigarette. I fought the urge to move away. "I heard health care is expensive where you live, " he said.
I nodded, with far more force than I expected.
Bob looked up sharply. I winced and rubbed my neck a fraction of a second later. Bob leaned closer to me. His shiny dentures clashed with his cracked, spit-flecked lips; his eyes, once brown, were now ochre iris on yellow sclera.
"You could get your citizenship back, " he said, barely moving his lips. "My grandson is a damn good immigration lawyer. " I shrugged. "Think about it, " he said. "I will," I said. "But now I have to go. Don't want to miss my flight. "Well, hello, stranger, " she purred. "Do we have a date?" "Sure," I said. "When can you fit me in?" "You want a quickie, " she said, "or the whole jalapeño?" "Enchilada, " I said. Gulnara's English was perfect. It was American she had trouble with. "I want the whole enchilada. It's been a while. " "So I see. " She paused; I heard keys tapping. "I have an opening Wednesday. Is this good?" "Sure, " I said. "Training camp doesn't start for another fortnight. " I heard tapping again. "Excellent. Full rejuvenation, a five-day course starting Wednesday, shall I debit your fee now?" "Go ahead, " I said. "Did it go through?" "With your credit rating?" she said. "Of course it went through. " She paused. "I'm so glad you haven't retired. Watching you play -it never gets old. It's like, you are not just playing soccer, but also poker and chess at the same time. Does this make sense?" "Sweetheart, " I said, "I can't afford to retire. " Her answer drowned in the turbine spinup. I disconnected my phone, leaned back, turned on the viewscreen. The plane made a climbing turn above central Jersey before heading over the Atlantic. Somewhere below, shabby, weed-choked Princeton sweltered in the heat, and Bob shambled with a cane to the train that would take him to his nursing home.
Pity about poor Bob. ■
Anatoly Belilovsky learned English from
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